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more fitting time," answered Brother Timon,
sharply, as he burnt his fingers with a very hot
potato. "Neither sugar, molasses, milk, butter,
cheese, nor flesh are to be used among us, for
nothing is to be admitted which has caused wrong
or death to man or beast."

('Our garments are to be linen till we learn to
raise our own cotton or some substitute for wool-
len fabrics," added Brother Abel, blissfully bask-
ing in an imaginary future as warm and brilliant
as the generous fire before him.

"Haou abaout shoes?" asked Brother Moses,
surveying his own with interest.

"We must yield that point till we can manu-
factxrre an innocent substitute for leather.
Bark, wood, or some durable fabric will be in-
vented in time. Meanwhile, those who desire to
carry out our idea to the fullest extent can go
barefooted," said Lion, who Hked extreme meas-
ures.

" I never will, nor let my girls," murmured re-
bellious Sister Hope, under her breath.

"liaou do you cattle'ate to treat the ten-acre
lot? Ef things ain't 'tended to right smart, we
shan't hev no crops," observed the practical
patriarch in cotton.

"We shall spade it," replied Abel, in such per-
fect; good faith that Moses said no more, though
he indulged in a shake of the head as he glanced^p hri^ht*
